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Author's Notes: 
| wrote this because l'm sick and tired of seeing Bruce glorified (he can be a right dick) and Steve vilified (he 


can be extremely sweet). Hope you enjoy, | had tons of fun making Bruce manipulative! 


"We both know who's to blame though, don't we, Steve?" 


Steve flinched, his gaze dropping to the floor as the sodden weight of guilt came down on him. Harder than 
ever before. It had been one thing to let the thought cross his mind every so often, let the shame fill him as 
he considered the fact that a lot of the blame laid with him. Now, as he chewed the onside of his cheek, 
insecurity got the upper hand. Bruce's tone was so condescending, so certain. So arrogant, in that manner only 


Bruce knew how to be, but it cut to the core. The bassist fought back a flinch. 


"Thought so. | mean, it wasn't like you didn't have quite a few chances to redeem yourself, eh? Kept waiting 
for it, even after Ade left, but you just wouldn't bloody budge. Kept going on like a fucking mini Hitler. Bloody 
dictator, you were. You think I'd just come back like that? You snap your fucking fingers and | come running like 


some bloody lapdog? I'm better than that, you know. | deserve better, especially seeing as l'm the sole bloody 


reason Maiden took off" 


"That's bollocks!" Steve snapped, suddenly defensive, in spite of the growing discomfort at the pit of his 


stomach. 


He curled his fists, teeth bared. But Bruce didn't so much as look at him, in favour of keeping his back turned. 
Persistant, still with that matter of fact, holier than though tone. And as much as Steve could see through it, 
he took it to heart. 


‘Oh, please, Harris. Look at you, never thought you'd be the type to come crawling, but here you are. ‘Cause 
Maiden is failing, and l'm your only hope. Why else would you ask me to come back, eh? You need me," said the 


singer, as he turned around offering an overly dramatic, exaggerated eye roll. "You just don't want to admit it." 


The fight left the older man, arms hanging limp at his sides as his shoulders dropped. His guard came down, 
and he turned his head away, unable to look at the younger. It hurt, felt like a knife twisted into his back. He'd 
known Bruce could be cruel, knew to hit where it hurt. And Steve figured he deserved as much, he'd been no 
saint. Far from it, if he hadn't been so petty and restrictive and stubborn, perhaps he wouldn't have had to 
resort to begging. perhaps he could have salvaged Maiden, and his own realtionship with Bruce, in time. Now, 


he'd never know, and he was left with the sodden weight of remorse eating him alive. 


"Fought me bein’ ‘ere wos proof enuff," he muttered in surrender, scowling as he tasted the bitter, foreign 


words on his tongue. 


"After everything you did? | don't fucking think so. You can't just waltz up to me and think one little apology 

would solve the entire bloody issue. There's nothing you can offer me that | don't already have an excess of. 
Really, now," shrugged Bruce, leaning against nearest desk, his expression almost disinterested apart from the 
faint smirk adorning his lips. 


Steve took a moment to mull the statement over, let it sink in. Then he tipped his head backwards, sighing 
through his nose. What had he expected? Bruce was right, he had nothing to gain from a reunion. He had fame, 
he had money, he had fans, he had recognition All on his own merit, by now. Same couldn't be said for Maiden 
at its current state, Steve thought. She was going down like a sinking ship, and whose fault was that? He knew 
the answer, he just didn't want to think about it. It hurt enough that he had to come here, had to rekindle 
something that was clearly not desired by the second party envolved. 


He shuffled his feet against the floorboards, the squeaking noise giving him chills. This was his last hope, wasn't 
it? What had he expected? There was a lump in his throat, Steve suddenly sombre as sorrow took hold of him. 
He couldn't do more than this, had nothing but truce to offer. He'd killed Maiden himself. Only him. 


"What else did you want?" muttered Bruce, breaking the tense silence. 


The singer looked annoyed, folding his arms across his chest and giving off an annoyed air. His brows were 


furrowed, the corners of his lips pointing downwards. Impatient, the singer had never had any time to spare 


for things he deemed unworthy. And it made sense, Steve wasn't worthy of his attention anymore, he was in 


the past. He was the means to an end that had sacrificed its meaning six years ago. 
"Yer right.. it wos me fault." 


It took a minute for Steve to realize that the words were his. He hadn't realized his mouth was moving, the 
sentence strung together sounding alien even to his own ears. Had he ever really said that to anybody in his 
life? Had he ever really admitted it out loud? Even Bruce appeared somewhat shocked, eyebrows shooting up 
and eyes going big. The bassist immediately regretted the words, why would they leave any sort of impact? 
Bruce said it best himself, he was better than him. He deserved better. And this was the best Steve could do. 


Bruce looked thoughtful once the initial surprise faded. The cogs in his head working slowly, as Steve once again 
lowered his stare. His heart picked up its pace, hammering harder against his ribcage. The blood pounded in his 
ears. What was he nervous for? Subtly, he wiped his clammy palms against his thighs, leaving moist stains on 

his blue jeans. Every bet was on this moment. Everything was tied to Bruces reaction, the survival of Maiden 

was in his hands. 


"You don't actually believe that." 


"Yes, | do," Steve persisted, unable to mask the high pitched despair slipping out. "Maiden isn't wot she used ta 
be, we-- | need ye." 


Once again, Bruce seemed taken aback, almost wary as if he suspected some sort of scheming. His eyes darted 
all over the bassists face, he could feel them scrutnizing him closely. Until they weren't anymore, and had 
Steve looked up at that instance, he might have seen the sneaky, almost cruel gleam cross the singer's amber 
eyes. 


"You need me. YOU need ME. Used to be the other way around, didn't it?" 


Suddenly, Bruce was coming closer, and Steve felt tense. Every muscle in his body strained, shoulders shooting 
up as Bruce slowly circled him with secure, steady steps. Like a predator stalking its prey, eyes going up and 
down his body. The bassist almost held his breath. He turned his head, peering through his thick mane of curls 
when the other man stopped in his tracks. Hands on his hips, head cocked to the side. 


"How far would you be willing to go?" he said, tone somewhat husky. 


Steve's mouth felt dry, and he opened it to speak but had no clue what to say. He watched the younger man 
lick his lips, puffing his chest out. He knew the expression on Bruce's face all too well, the mischievous raised 
eyebrow. Proud. Powerful. Confidence radiating off of him like aura, a confidence Steve had never possessed. 
The sole fact he had been pushing Bruce away, pushing Adrian away. Fear of being bested in the only field he 
knew how to play. Bruce was a phenomenal song writer, how could he compete? Bruce had charisma, had 
confidence. He was funny, he was charming, he was intelligent. He was dripping with sex appeal. Appeal that 
made the hairs at the back of the bassist's nape stand up, even now. 


"|. anythin," said Steve finally, tone unsteady but sincereity bleeding through - as well as fear. 


The dark, almost lustful chuckle Bruce let out made Steve damn near wince. It sent shivers down his spine, and 
it became evident that the other man was getting off on this. Still, what could he do? Bruce held all the cards, 
held the future of Maiden in the palm of his hand. One squeeze, and she'd be done for. 


"| want more writing credits. | want more freedom, less restrictions. | want to be in on plans regarding setlists, 
stage props, outfits, themes. You name it. | want to be your equal, Steve, as | ought to be. Want to have my 
own little projects tied into the Maiden management. After all, she may be your baby, but | watched her grow. 


| want people to know | helped make her what she's become." 


Bruce's tone was direct, demanding. No dancing around the subject. He paused for a moment, tapping his lower 
lip with his index finger as he feigned afterthought. And then he smirked, the smile so wide it was splitting his 
face in two. All of the dark implications of his request - his demand - laid bare for Steve to see. And he could 


only surrender. This was necessary. 
"And | want you. Any time. Any way. Any place. | snap my fingers, you get on your knees.” 


Steve's legs almost buckled as Bruce moved closer, step by step until he felt the man's breath against the 
side of his face. Warm and moist and urgent, almost. Excited. Making the bassist's heart leap up in his throat. 
Ashamed, and unsettled by the predicament he found himself in. And his body betrayed him when a gush of 


air brushed past his ear lobe, eyes sliding halfway shut when a hoarse whisper was poured into it. 

"| own you. Your mouth. Your dick. Your arse. How about that, Harry?" 

Letting out a shaky breath, feeling his legs wobble beneath him at the realization of just how much he was 
willing to offer dawned on him; Steve made his decision. There was really only one way to go, wasn't there? 
Only one thing he could say. Besides, whatever Bruce wanted from him, he had to give. It was the only way he 


could repay his debt, the only way he could regain Bruce's favour. The only way to erase his own actions. 


Bruce didn't need him, after all. Sacrifices had to be made. 
Shutting his eyes, Steve offered up his final ounce of control as his head tipped forward. 


"Deal." 


Any Time 


Author's Notes: 
So, | scrambled together a follow up just because it was heavily requested and inspiration struck. Hopes it 


works as a worthy sequel/continuation, maybe someday |'ll write more! 


"Yeah, promise, lm alright..." 


Steve bit his bottom lip hard, doing his best not to choke on his own breath as he attempted to remain 
coherent enough to hear what exactly Emma was saying at the other end of the line. He felt immensely guilty 
- this suggestion had not been his - but he could do nothing. He'd promised Bruce his, body whenever he 
wanted it; no matter the circumstances. Almost whimpering out loud, the bassist writhed as he felt the fat 
head of Bruce's dick lining up with his entrance; poking him. The singer had been kind enough to prepare him, 
and Steve didn't know how he'd managed to restrain himself from making any suspicious noises. This would be 
even tougher, and the bassist felt the hairs at the back of his neck rise as Bruce chuckled darkly right behind 


him; right in his ear. 


"Are you sure? You sound a bit hoarse, you know, love. You're not coming down with the flu, are you?" fuzzed 


Emma, who was still not entirely convinced but thankfully none the wiser of the exact situation. 


"Yeah | - ah - I'm good," Steve almost gasped when he felt Bruce enter him from behind, and managed to 


barely mask it by clearing his throat. 


He glared daggers over his shoulders. He didn't want this, not right now. But he had no say, he'd promised. 
Bruce would leave if he didn't comply, if he wasn't willing. His dick had already defied his mind anyhow, it was 
throbbing and twitching proudly between his legs. He winced, feeling the other man sink deeper. Inch by inch, as 
he was split open. Beads of sweat trailed down his temples, he clutched almost painfully hard at the mobile 
phone in his hand. 


"F-fuck, slower." he hissed in annoyance when Bruce pushed his hips up to bury the final inch worth of his 
length, as deep as it would go. 


Steve heard the snort from behind, felt Bruce's chest rumble somewhat; the vibrations travelling through 
them both. 


"You don't make the rules, Harry," said the singer sternly, with a wicked lascivious tone to his voice. "Fast and 


rough is much more fun, don't you think?" 


"Steve? Slower what?" Emma sounded confused, and Steve felt tingers of fear as his stomach sank when he 


detected a tad of suspiciousness behind it. 


"|, uh, nuthin’, luv.. Bruce is, uh, on ‘is roller skates again. Don't want ‘im ta - ah - cock up the stage set.. if 'e 


crashes inta anythin’, y'know?" 


Steve forced his voice to remain as level as he could, feeling Bruce's strong hands on his hips. The nails dug 
into the sharp hip bones, leaving crescent moon marks behind as he was urged slightly forwards. Then, the 
singer arched upwards thrust deep. A grunt left the younger man's chest, and Steve almost choked on air. 
There was pain, of course, but also that tingle of pleasure he remembered. The one he'd always been ashamed 
of, that had driven him to want these sort of encounters more. In the past, that was. Now, he grit his teeth 
as the other man began to stack out an even pace. The bassist shuddered, ankles getting tangled up in his 
shorts and underwear. He leant his free forearm against the wall in front of him, trying to support and ground 


himself. 


“Alright. But | do think you should consider taking a look at that sore throat of yours, don't want you coming 
down with a fever for the next show, eh," Emma pointed out, her voice sounding distant as the blood pounded 


in Steve's ears. 
"Yeah... s'pose So..." 


Another deep, dark chuckle from Bruce who had changed his angle slightly. Grazing that sensitive area dead on, 
with each thrust. Steve thought he was going to suffocate, trying not to breathe too heavily through his nose. 
Beads of precum trailed down the shaft of his dick, his eyes screwed shut. This was his own fault, he 
deserved it. He should have been kinder to Bruce in the first place. One hand twisted in the bassist's long curls, 
roughly yanking his head aside. Steve nearly yelped, eyes rolling back into his head as the singer sank his teeth 
into the pulse point. 


"Steve?" 


"Uhn.. Em, sorry, ‘ave ta go. Feelin’ sick, call ye later," Steve managed to blurt out as a stilted excuse before 


abruptly hanging up, the phone sliding right out of his hand and hitting the floor with a thud. 
"That sounded quite believable, you know. Should consider becoming an actor." 


Bruce's voice was mocking and made the bassist feel rather indignant, shame making his face glow with deep 
crimson flush. Yet, he was beginning to rock his hips back against the other man. He gasped, feeling each stab; 
each rut grinding against that sweet spot. He curled his hands into fists, pressed his forehead into them. 
Unable to protest, both because he wasn't allowed and because some part of him didn't want to, he allowed the 
younger man to lift his leg just a bit. Making him tighter, making Bruce's cock feel bigger, thicker. This time, 
the older man couldn't suppress the throaty whine ripping from his throat. 


"IF | didn't know any better, I'd say you fancy being my bitch, Harry," laughed Bruce, his voice beginning to 
falter as well at this point, sounding husky. 


"Fuck ye," snarled Steve in defense. 


“Shut up, cunt. You know what you bargained for," the singer hissed back, suddenly venomous and ready to 


strike like a viper. 


The younger man's hand came up to close loosely over the taller's throat, gently fondling the area of the 
adams apple. It was a threat, and Steve swallowed hard. While it made him uncomfortable, it simultaneously 
turned him on. His breath hitched, and he felt Bruce pick up his pace. Getting all the more frantic, all the more 
unsteady - falling out of time, the closer he got to his climax. 


"Touch yourself for me, will you? I'd love to see you cum for me," purred the singer in the bassist's ear. 


Steve moand pathetically, once again feeling a tidal wave of shame wash over him. Battling for dominance 
against the pleasure. Yet, he couldn't deny the request, but let one hand slide down his body. Stroking across 
his furry chest, down his toned abdomen, until he could wrap his fingers around his wet length. He began to 
stroke it fast, unceremoniously as he matched Bruce's pace. The quicker he came, the quicker it would be over. 


And the quicker he would feel some sort of pleasure, and relief about the situation 
"That's fucking marvelous, you know.." 


Bruce huffed, his voice hitching now. He was close, Steve could feel it in the way the singer's thigh were 
beginning to quake. His own legs were wobbling beneath him, he could barely stay standing upright. He felt the 
telltale tightening, the first tingles of orgasm. He rubbed his thumb over the head of his cock. His free hand 
found one of his own nipples, he pinched it hard. That was all it took; hips spasming violently he came over the 


side of his hand. 


Bruce let out a drawn out, loud groan. it sounded almost like a growl, the man burying himself deep inside as 
he emptied his balls. Steve jolted, feeling himself filled with the other man's cum. Once again, the shame seeped 
into him. Even through the haze of the aftermath, through the post orgasmic trembles. Bruce had at least 
had the courtesy to use a condom before. This was new, and the bassist didn't like it. It felt too much like the 
singer taking ownership of him, claiming him as his territory. He heard the other man's ragged breaths, and 


eventually felt him pull out his softening length. Felt the sticky fluid trail down his inner thighs. 

"You know, | think I'll stick to doing it this way. Such a pretty sight. Watching you take my load up your arse." 
Another laugh. Mocking, belittling. Steve pulled up his shoulders, didn't turn around. He felt small. Powerless. But 
it was what he deserved, he knew as much. This was what needed to be done, for Maiden's sake. The man 


almost yelped when he felt a sudden, harsh smack to his ass. He was already sore, it hardly helped. 


"You know I'll be back for more, sweetheart," said the singer, still just as condescending. 


Steve heard the rasp of the other man's zipper, heard his footsteps as he headed towards the exit way. He 
said nothing else, neither of them did. The lock clicked, the door opened and slammed shut behind Bruce. Steve 
took a couple of deep breaths, still with his eyes squeezed shut so a snot to hyperventilate. When he thought 
he was fine, he tipped his head backwards and pinched the bridge of his nose. It was all about enduring, he'd be 
fine. He got something out of it himself, didn't he? Even if he felt the guilty, when he crouched down to the 
floor to check his phone. The screen was cracked, and he had three missed calls from Emma. Two voicemails. 
Running one hand through his hair, he texted her a quick less vague explanation - lying right to her face. What 
else could he do? 


Trying not to let it tear him apart, he stepped out of his shorts and headed for the shower. He hoped the hot 
water would wash away the dirty feeling. He still felt Bruce inside him. 


